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ON 


THE AUTHORS, 


Se. Tc, Ce. 


To Rhymers from the Joins 5 Envy ſprung; 
Who ſpread. with liberal hand their load of dung ! 

Preſume to govern the Caſtalian State, 

And ſtun the world with literary prate ! 

From this Directory, of lawleſs ſway, 

The Council of ſage Elders turn away; 

And dare reverſe, with uncreating hand, 


Th' unjuſt decrees by theſe uſurpers plann'd. 
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5 
"Tis ſaid, that when of late the Gallic Hoſt 
With ſpreading fails approach d the Cambrian Coaſt, 
An ardent Welchman—at the ſight impreſsd— 
Swore, ſtamp'd, and fum'd ; by rage and fear poſſeſs d 
As nearer ſtill advanc'd the hoſtile train, 1 
Reſiſtleſs fury fir d the Welchman's brain; 5 
And now each day he haunts the pebbly. ſtrand, 


Ih he ſelf. appointed guardian of the land: 


Does any veſſel his wild viſion meet ? 
The maniac loud exclaims © The Fleet! The Fleet! 


Tus, like our Tarry, acts the Baviad Muſz 4 
Who, with juſt rage, the Cruſcan Tribe purſues; | 
Yet to degrade all other Bards he pants, 

Frets, bounces, bullies, rages, rhymes, and 5 rants ! 
Does any Poet wound his jealous eyes, 

The maniac « Cruſca, Della Cruſea!” Cries. | 
Oft' have I ſeen, light-toſſing on the main, 

A ſmall bark, ſteering to AroLLo's fane; 
Whoſe pilot rear'd no meretricious fail, 

To play and wanton with the flutt'ring gale: 
No gold-wing'd Curtis hover'd o'er the prow, 


To welcome Venvs, riſing from below: 


This 


c . 

This undeck'd galley, innocent of pride, | 
Purſu'd her voyage thro? the ſwelling tide: 
That fit, that laft, that onLy ſafe reſource— | 
TO Narunz truſting for a happy courſe ! _ 

Yet then, impatient of this humble prize, 

The rhyming maniac Della Cruſea!” cries. © 


Say, ſhall this mock high-prieſt of Cenfure's band 
Preſume to fling his Vetos o'er the land? 
Did Nature call him to her holy fane ? 

Or Genius, with infuſing hand, ordain? 
| Say,—does kh' inſpiring ſpirit of the ſky, 
VATICINATION, ſwell his pregnant eye? 


No prophet's mantle, flutt'ring thro' the air, 


Fell on our Cynic as th* appointed heir: 
But he inherits, from ſome kindred mind, 
A ſhort rough jerkin of the drugget kind. 


| Ar firſt, our author his great name withdrew, - 
Prudiſh and coy- to meet the public view; | 

| Suffus'd with bluſhes of the virgin bride, 

With foft refuſal, and with modeſt pride; 


Bai And 


N 

And ſweet reluctant amorous delay 

Prettily ſhrinking from the gariſh day: 

Now the fond witling, eager for applauſe, 

Tears with intrepid hand th' injurious gauze; 

_ Burſts on the town, - and bids the world admire 


The matchleſs works of BILLY Gir r ARD Sguire. 


I x each bold Vilage-kacagiden, may withſtand | 
The little tyrant of his little land ; | 
| May not the Muſe, | with equal right, maintain 
The long-earn'd honours of her ſmall domain? 
Ve great departed ſhades ! Who, when on earth, 
Hail'd, with benign applauſe, the Muſe's birth; 


0 CnRESTEATIELDI O CHATHAM“'s ſacred ſire | 


0 Gray! thou lord of the enchanting. lyre! 


Beneath your foſt' ring praiſe, / a lowly muſe 


Smil'd, like the flow'ret fed with heav'nly tlews ; 


And look'd the lily ſhelter'd in the dale, | 

Juſt breaking throu gh her green o' ermantling vell : 
And ſhall this flow'ret periſh, in her noon, - 
Beneath the dull-ey'd peaſant's clouted ſhoon ?' 
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Wen CnvrcntLL enter d on the critic | war, 
With thunder clothing his loud-cruſhing car; 
Tho' Party- zeal inflam'd his iron heart, 
And prejudice ſharp pointed ev'ry dart; | 
With glowing thou ghts, his mind profuſely teem d; 
And, on his burniſh'd armour, Genius beam'd: 
| Meanwhile, th' illumin'd ſpirit, from her throne, 
Beheld his | courſe, and mark'd him for her own! - 


Bur no ſuch honors our defamer grace — 5 
The low-bred fnarler of the mungrel race! 
Ah ! may no muſe, whom N ature bids aſpire, . 
Shrink, when this cenſ' rer boils with jaundic d ire! 
This vaticide! whom Truth and Taſte diſcard: CES 
This growling Zoilus! this male Poiſſarde ! 
Image of Sycorax conſtrained to ſtoop, 
* Envy' O pang diſtorted to a bar! 


An ! mer. the bea n- born Muſe, ſtill unappall'd, 
Her hymns prepare in Virtue's choir inſtall' d; 

With honeſt pride, her rightful claim aſſert, 

And = aloft, diſdaining critic . 


Thus 


FF 

Thus the fair Lote- Tree, in Egyptian clime, 
Lifts her gay head above th unhallow'd ſlime ; | 
While, hovering o'er her form, th inſpiring pow'r 
* Breathes on her leaves, and wakens every flow'r 4 


No W from the Baviad Muſe, we turn away, 
And to the other Bard dire& our lay : 

| Who, like Guy Faux, conceal" d within his cell, 

Arm'd with .a ſulpherous torch allum'd in hell; 

Ardent to blow, with his deſtructive aim, 


To airy nothing, many a a ſplendid name; > 
And now exulting views, thro* Fancy's eye, 
Cowls, Scarfs, Lawn- _ and Mitres, toſt on high; : 
* 


* As the Egyptian hieroglyphic for matter was mud, ſo the Deity was 
pictured fitting” upon the Lote-Free abvve the watery mud, In Loto arbore 5 
ſedentem, 1 n. See Cudworth's Intellectual e Vol. I. p. 336. | 


Clarkſon, in. one * his pamphlets on the Slave Trade, informs us, that © in 
the Weſt Indies, there is a perſon called 4 Fumper, who inquires at people's 
houſes if they have any flaves to be flogged, and who gets his living by this 
honourable employment. The Author of The Baviad ſeems to be the Jumper 

of Parnaſſus. Perhaps it might not be altogether outre, were J here to ſuggeſt, 

to thoſe poſſeſſing ſome ſhare of genuine humour, as a fubject for an heroic epiſtle, 
== The Jumper in the Wt Indies, to his Couſin, the Fumper in England ! 


Critics 


© 
Critics and Playwrights, . Poeteſſes fair, 
Divines, and Lawyers, ſprawling in the air! 
This gaudy viſion, that adorns his theme, 
Is but the ſtuff that forms a turbid dream : 


He wakes, but to lament his poor device ; 
And is himſelf the + fool of Parad iſe. 


Oun active N haſt' ning to the field, 
Graſps, with profaning hand, Faith's hallow'd ſhield. | | 
| Such half-faced champions the Great Cauſe —_— 
Who forge malignant Perſecution' s chains; 
Within whoſe boſom, cold as Alpine ſnow, 
N o heav'n is kindled, and no ſeraphs glow ! 


BenoLD Religion, daughter of the ſky ! 


Soft rays of mercy beaming from her eye! 

With cautious ſteps ſhe ſhuns the bruiſed reed, 
And ſooths the heart Misfortune dooms to bleed! 
Our ruffian zealot ſtains her heav'nly face; 
| Blurs ev'ry feature, cancels ev'ry grace; 

Rends from the brow of the immortal Fair | 
Her white roſe wreath, and ſtamps a bliſter there. . 


5 
Tux kd victims of Tyrannie Sway 
Crowd to our coaſt, and breathe our milder day 18 
An injur'd, firm, diſintereſted band. 
Whoſe hallow'd footſteps ſanctify our land ; | 
On theſe meck martyrs: of the general cauſe, 
(Tho' haply rul'd by leſs enlighten'd laws) 
Our holy Vandal, with reſiſtleſs power, 


Wou'd the full ſtorm of fierce Deſtruction ſhow'r; Bo 


And threat'ning loud, from his enſanguin'd car, 
Cries, Havoc * and lets {lp the dogs of war! 
Ves, he would rouſe Intol'rance from her ſleep 
And, from the ſaving breaſt of England, Tp 
The nobleſt images of God below ; 

Men plung'd, for Virtue's fake, in deepeſt woe; 
But Britain ſcorns the perſecutor's pray'r, 


And his wild war-hoop ſcatters into air. 


As the kind Father of the human race, 

| Whoſe awful Wiſdom in each path we trace, 
| Some ſoft prevailing antidote | beſtows 

On ev'ry weed and noxious herb that grows 0 
So, of infuriate men to check the force, | 


Of their mad ſchemes to ſtay th” intemperate courſe ; 


155 CY 

He, in his mercy; gave a King, whoſe breaſt 
 Glows and expands to innocence diſtreſs'd ; 
With Miniſters of high enlighten'd mind, 
Friends of the weak, and lovers of mankind : - 
And gave fam'd Oxford, whoſe religious hand 
Extends her tribute to the ſuffering band. 


SEE the. fierce zealot, with unhallow'd rage, 
Profane the ſhrine of our departed - Sage: 
That Shrine, where Memory her vigil keeps ! 
| Where Patience murmurs, and Affection weeps 
Where Friendſhip with an heart-felt homage bends! 
Where Grief (the nation's delegate) attends ! 
—.* Endow d with all that Nature's pow'rs diſpenſe, 

- (She cries aloud) <« Thou Jove of Eloquence ! 

|  « Whoſe arm omnipotent, by Virtue ſtrung, 

The daring thunderbolts of Genius flung : - 
Thou Day-ſpring, from whence flow'd a radiant gleam, | 
« While democratic darkneſs curs'd' the beam! 
<. Reſplendent Moraliſt ! what Honor plann'd, 
Thy warning voice diffuſed around the land: 


C : (6 on 


n 1 
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. 
« On thee my fond regret | ſhall ever dwell ; 
„Oh! Guardian, Champion, Friend, — farewell, farewell!“ 


Is, then, this Cerberus at the gates of Fame, 
Accurs'd and void of ev' ry honeſt claim ? 
Tho' weak to reach the awful depth on high, 
And with th' undaunted eagle cleave the ſky: 
On the bright, God of Day unblenching gaze, 
Kindling his viſion with the noon-tide blaze 1 
Vet, would he but obſerve (intent to pleaſe) 
How Nature marries Elegance and Eaſe - 
(For oft' along his path devoid of grace, 
The ſplay-foot of Vulgarity we trace:) 
Would he apply, ere he prepares to hit, 
The patient chiſſel to his cumb'rous wit: | 
Would he, with Truth's keen-glittering ſun-beam, pierce 
The film of prejudice that clouds his verſe! 
Himſelf ſubdue ! his own familiar thwart, 
And tear the foul fiend Rancour from his heart : 
He might become a heav'n-commiſſion'd ſage, | 


To mark our, errors and inſtruct the age. 


111 ] 


So the grim rock, that hides his baneful form 
Beneath the ſwelling of the ocean ftorm ; 
When Time, that ſways the world, ſhall interfere, 
And bid the waves purſue a new career ; 
---That baneful rock his lurking manſion leaves, 
Full to the view a pond'rous mounzain heaves : 
And now, no more the mariner's diſmay, 


Befriends his courſe, and points the ſafer way. 
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„Who forge malignant Perſecution's chains“ (Page 7.) 


IHE Principle of Toleration, that Brilliant in the diadem of our 
eccleſiaſtical polity, this Proteſtant Capuchin would fully with his conta- 
minating breath. This, philoſopher, at the cloſe of the eighteenth century, 
| wakes the old cracked trumpet of religious alarm. The man who has 
the folly to aſſert, that the exiſtence of ſome unendowed nunneries among 
us will endanger the eſtabliſhed church, may as well imagine a ſtrong 
wall can be thrown cv by a handful of flowers. 


' When the Hu goon fled for refuge to this Country after the revocation 
of the Edict of Nantes, ſeveral pamphleteers, inſtigated by the ſame 
ſpirit which inflames this Gentleman, endeavoured to diſturb the reception 
they met with from Government. Thoſe advocates for perſecution con- 
tended, that the Hugonots entertained, principles hoſtile to monarchy, 
that their diſmiſſion from France was to be imputed equally to their poli- 
tical” as to their religious opini ons: but the wiſdom of Government was as 
| deaf to their remonſtrances then, as the reigning Ad miniſtration 1s now 
to the clamours of fuch thort-lighted ſcribblers. 


Our 
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Our confident declaimer has beſpoke a gale to convey him to poſterity, 


but his unwieldy and leaky collier is not calculated for ſo long a voyage. 


When he 1s ſepulchred in the profound void of oblivion, ſome hiſtorian, 
conſcious of his awful function, will delineate the terrible drama which is 
ſtill in myſterious progreſſion; and, in his march through ſo many ſcenes 
of atrocity, will pauſe with peculiar complacency on the generous and 


active compaſſion of this country towards the unhappy fugitives: while, in 
his mind, the victory over our enemies and the victory over our preju- 


dices ſhall contend for pre-eminence. Our Religioniſt endeavours to cover 
his ſanguinary intentions with a veil woven by the hand of Hypocriſy : for 


when he ſays he would have the Emigrant Clergy privately ſupported, it 


mult ſtrike the moſt unobſerving mind that if the current of public diſ- 
tribution ſhould be obſtructed, the innocent ſufferers would be ſubject to 
a very uncertain and a more humiliating means of ſupport. His other 
complaint, of the French Eccleſiaſtics being allowed to live in community, 
is equally void of diſcernment; for this mode of living enables them to 
adminiſter comfort to one another, calls off their attention to our lan- 


| guage, and keeps them unqualified for the exertion of proſelytiſm. 


« OxrorD, whoſe religious hand, 
«© Extends her tribute to the ſuffering Band.” (Page 9) 


THE Univerſity of Oxford, with a | liberality and an e of fen- 
timent that cannot be ſufficiently applauded, preſented to each of the 


F rench Clergy a New Teſtament in Latin. The book was printed in 
conformity to the text approved of by Urban the Eighth. This is a cir- 


cumſtance peculiarly delicate: it enhances the donation, and breathes, as 


it were, the perfume of mental charity. | 
THE 


3 


cc Profane the ſhrine of our 1 Sag * "a 10 


THE "EM hypocritical veil I mentioned before is made uſe of, with 
1 to Mr. Burke: under the appearance of the higheſt commendation, 
- this writer inſinuates the odium he wiſhes to caſt on that eminent per- 

ſonage. He approves, in a Note, of the penſion that was given him; 
which he condemns, in the Poem, as offered with a view to a bribe--- 


„% Who calm'd the terror of Burke's claw's in gold !” 


A little before this country had the misfortune to loſe that great man, a 


the faſtidious critic expreſſed a with that Mr. Burke would put an end to 
his literary labours, though it was univerſally acknowledged. that the 


ſame vivid genius flamed on his later effuſions which glowed in his 


earlier productions: : The cowardly kind of hatred he bears towards 
Mr. Burke, extends in a more undiſguiſed manner to his friends: I cannot 


| otherwiſe account for the inſult offered (in a wretched line) to the 


very learned and reſpectable Dr. e 


— — . 


THE unſyſtematic incoherent reaſoning, which often pervades the 


ſtrictures of this Gentleman, appears in no place more prominent than 


that in which he diſplays ſo much zeal and anxiety for religion, and 
at the ſame time endeavours to ſtygmatize with contempt the great 


champion of our faith, who has fo illuſtriouſly ſerved the cauſe of 


Chriſtianity in his conteſt with Prieſtley ; and who ſcorned to relinquiſh 


the field, before he had — and captived the roaring lion in RY 
toils. 


— . EPA 
le * — — — 
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The Sermons, and particularly the Charges, of this eminent Prelo te, 


are ſtamped with a peculiar character, impreſſing an awful conviction 


of the Chriſtian Doctrine. The Charge, delivered at his primary viſita- 


tion when he was Biſhop of St. David's, ſhould be the object of peculiar 
attention to the Clergy of this Kingdom, when they firſt enter upon their 


ſacred function -It ſhould be their pole tan to guide them in their 


. apoſtolic courle. BY | E orfferit 


THE; malignity of our author is of an omnivorous nature; elſe 
why ſhould. the auguſt name of MonTagu: be ſported with? why 
Mould that Lady be held up to obloquy--—defrauded of the literary 


nonours ſhe has earned by her genius, and of the homage which is due 


to her virtues? Why does he travel out of his road, to ſlrike at the 


reſpectable name of Lady Mary Duncan ? Many other queſtions of the 
ſame tendency might be addreſſed to this Gentleman, but I ſhall add 


3 


nothing more at Preſent. 


The Monthly Review for October takes notice of his malevolent 
alacrity 1 in defaming characters 3 demand reſpect. | | 


The Critical Review 4 8 attacks with a finely- pointed wit 
this inflated pretender. to the throne of Criticiſm. 


APES. 
LIP IF? 3 THE END. 
Jogos? 78 
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